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INTRODUCTION. 


“ Ye dwell beside our paths and homes, 

Our paths of sin, our homes of sorrow, 

And guilty man where’er he roams. 

Your innocent mirth may borrow. 

The birds of air before us fleet, 

They cannot brook our shame to meet — 

Cut we may taste your solace sweet, 

And come again to-morrow. 

“Ye fearless in your nests abide — 

Nor may we scorn, too proudly wise. 

Your silent lessons undescribed 
By all but lowly eyes. 

For ye could draw the admiring gaze 
Of Him who worlds and hearts surveys ; 

Your order wild, your fragrant maze, 

He taught us how to prize. 

“ Ye felt your Maker’s smile that hour, 

As when he paused and owned you good; 
His blessings on earth’s primal bower. 

Ye felt it all renew’d. 

What care ye now if winter’s storm 
Sweep ruthless o’er each silken form ? 
Christ’s blessing at your head is warm. 

Ye fear no vexing mood. 

“ Alas ! of thousand bosoms kind, 

That daily court you and caress. 

How few the happy secret find 
Of your calm loveliness. 

* Live for to-day !’ to-morrow’s light. 
To-morrow’s cares shall bring to sight; 

Go sleep like closing flowers at night, 

And Heaven thy mom will bless !” 

Kbbj.e. 
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Sweet flowers! they come upon us in spring 
like the recollections of a dream which hovered 
above us in sleep, peopled with shadowy beauties 
and purple delights, fancy broidered. 

“ Oh ! they look upward in every place 
Through this beautiful world of ours, 

And dear as the smile on an old friend’s face, 

Is the smile of the bright, bright flowers ! 

They tell us of wanderings by woods and streams, 
They tell us of lanes and trees ; 

Cut the children of showers and sunny beams 
Have lovelier tales than these — 

The bright, bright flowers ! 

“ They tell of a season when men were not ; 

When earth was by angels ti’od, 

And leaves and flowers in every spot 
Burst forth at the call of God : 

When spirits singing their hymns at even, 

Wandered by wood and glade, 

And the Lord looked down from the highest Heaven, 
And blessed what he had made— 

The bright, bright flowers ! 

“ That blessing remaineth on them still, 

Though often the storm cloud lowers, 

And frequent tempests may soil and chill 
The gayest of earth’s flowers. 

When Sin and Death, with their sister Grief, 

Made a home of the hearts of men, 

The blessing of each tender leaf 
Preserved in their beauty then — 

The bright, bright flowers 1 


